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1841—1850. 


my. PUNCH, as all the world knows, was born on 
July 17, 1841. Like all clever babies he began to sit 
up and take notice at once, and he has been taking 
notice ever since, and now that his years number seventy 
and find him still younger than ever, it amuses him to 
celebrate his attainment of the allotted span of man (but 
not of jesters) by reviewing his career as a noticer, particu- 
larly of the modes, manners and social movements of his 
long and merry life. 





His foresight developed rapidly. In 1843, when he was 
only a two-year-old, he had prevision enough to perceive 
the flying machine of the next century. But that is not all. 
Four years later, when he was an infant phenomenon of 
six, we find him pourtraying a taxi-cab—the ‘‘ Patent Mile 
Index’’—and reporting, or preporting, accurately a dialogue 
destined to be a common occurrence of the streets in his 7oth 
year. These are flashes of inspiration. 


Among the purely historical records of his first decade 
Mr. Punch shows us ladies in turbans and gentlemen 
in strapped trousers; he shows us that affairs of honour 
still came off in the suburbs of London just as they do to-day 
under the Eiffel Tower; he marks the introduction of the 
polka (in 1844) and illustrates the beginnings of the expan- 
sion of woman’s life in his suggestion for their participation 
in farming and sport, and (in 1849) in tobacco, for it would 
probably be hard to find an earlier cheroot between female 
fingers than the one in Leech’s drawing of that year. 


Among the relics of the past now wholly gone but pre- 
served in his signally anti-septic pages we find the Jack-in- 
the-Green of the 1st of May, the old hood to the bathing- 
machines, the high pews of the coffee-houses, and the high 
hats of the cricketers at Lord’s. 


Lastly, let it be noted that Mr. Punch’s illustrious knight, 
Sir John Tenniel, still happily hale although twenty and 
more years older than his master, made his first drawing 
for the paper in the number dated November 30, 1850. 
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DECORATION. 


PREPARATION. 














TERMINATION. 


REALISATION. 








THE EVENING PARTY. 
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INDIA IN TWO HOURS! !—PuNCI’sS 


A. The main suspenders, of a peculiarly light nature, being entirely formed 
of numbers of Puncn, coupling power with volatility. 

B. The engine-rcom, in which are contained the principal steam-works. 

C. The propellers, or fantail revolvers, making 10 000 revolutions per minute, 
and tashioned like the sails of the w ndmill in common use. 

D. The chimney, for making a current of air in the fireplace, and carrying 
away the smoke. 

E. The saloon, provided with every comfort and luxury, from piano-fortes to 
bottled porter, fitted up to represent a castle in the air, with gossamer 
couches and cobweb tapestries. 

F. The promenade in fine weather, filled with company, and enlivened by a Land. 
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Ats'T iT prime, BILL, BEING OUT O’ NIGHTS?” ‘* I BELIEVE YER 3 
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SPECIALLY WHEN 116 GOV’NORS DON’T KNOW ANYTHING ABOUT IT.” 
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AERIAL Courier, Tue Gur! 


G. The ballast-box and wine-cellar. Arrangemerts have been made with the 


Society for the Diffusion of Useful Knowledge to buy all their heavy 
back stock, for ballast. 

H. The figure head, being a colossal likeness of Mr. Puxcit. 

1. Three gigantic peacocks’ feathers of sheet brass to act as a rudder, with 
immense power. 

K. Two grapnels, for the double purpose of assisting the descent of the courier 
and clutch'ng hold of anything on the journey worth taking. It is calcu- 
lated that a few statues, ships, anc objects of art and value may be grabbed 
every voyage ly these means, sufficient to pay for the fuel, which wi!l be 
entirely furmed of ancient inhabitants of Memphis, who Lurn beautifully. 

I... The smoke. 

M. Barracks fur troops, and stores fur ammunition, 
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Enter Captain Percussion. ‘‘ Here 1 aM, OLD FELLOW—ALL RIGHT 


—S1X TO-MORROW MORNING—WIMBLEDCN—BROUGHT THE BARKERS— 
COME TO KEEP YOU COMPANY AND SCRAPE SOME LINT IN CASE OF 


ACCIDENTS, AS 11'S YOUR FIRST DUEL.”’ 
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FASHIONS FOR 1844 


FARMING FOR LADIES, 
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‘*DE GUSTIBUS,” &c., &c. 
Snip. ‘‘Tuat’s aA SweEET THING FOR A WaAlsTCOAT, Sir, AND 
WOULD LOOK UNCOMMON WELL UPON YOU, SIR.”” 
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SPORTING FOR LADIES, 
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FASHIONS FOR 1845. 


** A Tin For your Scarr, Sir? HeERe’s AN ARTICLE WE HAVE SOLD 
A GREAT MANY OF.”’ 


a in) 
Vill whe} i, 
A 


i 
| 


a 


A 
aie 


t 
/ ee fa 


s at 

ca 
| i 4) yn 
4 i wih 
a | \\ ae, 


— 


) 
f Fi 


4 


¢ 
ae =} 






Punch, or the London Charivari, July 19, 1911. 





aie 
rT haere il 
it a 


6 ie : 
4 ica. 3 ji 
We 24 

Sf ; 


DN RRS) 
oO ai nm 


LYDS YARK AS IT WILL BE. 








: ALN 
LS Na 
oes wey GIF 
yu Prademe - Sudeed St is only by t4,\ 
aunt mait maryedtedy Hal wt ere enobled ¢, 


ree hae ph on 
LAN tee - 
re & As ~ 4. 
‘ ne >. % a7 $ 
¥ 


RANEY RS 6 
= W ry at a: 
= ; XN Rg S42 
\ 
: ™ ey 
+ Y 


Qrt 

4 es) * 
i Lay 
REESE fin 


; ; val iW ‘ iy 


ie a el 
Ze! 


h 
"4 
Mite 

- 


CONVERSAZIONE OF LADIES, 
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Fare. ** Hatto, Driver! Here! I Have ONLY GONE FROM St, Tauc’s TO FLeet STREET, AND THE DIAL POINTS TO THREE MILES !”’ 
Driver. ** Can’T HELP IT, SiR. YOU MUST PAY ACCORDIN".”’ 
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THE PATENT MILE INDEX CAB. 
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MAY DAY FOR THE SWEEPS IN 1847. 
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THE GREAT CHARTIST DEMONSTRATION. _ 
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SPECIAL CONSTABLE GOING ON DUTY. 
Time—Two in the morning. 
Captain of the Beat. ‘‘ Ou! We NAVE JUST LOOKED IN TO SAY THAT IT IS YOUR TURN TO GO ON Duty. THE 
You WILL LOSE NO TIME, IF YOU 


ROOKERY AT THE BACK OF SLAUGHTER’S ALLEY IS YOUR BEAT, I BELIEVE. 
PLEASE, FOR IT’S A DREADFUL NEIGHBOURHOOD, AND ALL THE POLICE HAVE BEEN WITIHDRAWN—INDEED, SEVERAL 


MOST BRUTAL AND SAVAGE ATTACKS HAVE TAKEN PLACE ALREADY !”” 





Special Constable. ‘1 bec YOUR PARDON, YOUNG LaDIEs, BUT YOURS IS A VERY DANGEROUS PROCESSION, AND WE MUST TAKB 
you 1n CHARCE—WE MUST, INDEED.”’ 
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MERMAIDS AT PLAY. 
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AFTER YY GOLDEN GALFEL. 
















\. View oF M*LORDE hys CRYKET GROVNDE. 
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1851— 1860. 


A ITH 1851 we find all the world flocking to the Great 
Exhibition, and the establishment of those cookery 
schools which were to revolutionise the British chop 
but have not too conspicuously done so. Gold, so recently 
attracting all the adventurers to California, had now glit- 
tered also in Australia, and a few bold ladies had gone into 
a bifurcated garment called the Bloomer (after the American 
innovator) just as, nearly sixty years later, their more 
intrepid granddaughters were to go into the Harem 
skirt—for not the least of the instructive lessons which Mr. 
Punch’s seventieth birthday number inculcates is this, that 
there is nothing new under the sun and the rule of life is 
rhythm. Crinolines, however, which were flourishing in the 
fifties, have not yet returned, except on the stage. 





In 1853 table-turning was imported from America and there 
arose also a fashion for baby-shows. The middle years 
were shadowed by the Crimean War, followed by the Indian 
Mutiny, but the trivial life goes on side by side with the 
tragic, and while the near and far East were under a cloud 
Lendon was cultivating the famous Dundreary whiskers, 
named after a character in a play by one of Mr. Punch’s 
later editors, Tom Taylor. These have not since sprouted 
again to embellish or conceal the male cheek, but the 
moustache, which was beginning to be worn as rival to the 
Dundreary adornment, is still in its reign. 


Contemporary with the moustache movement was the 
birth of a controversy that still has power to divide friends— 
the great Shakspeare and Bacon problem, and in 1860 the 
world was as much interested in the fight between Sayers 
and Heenan as last year in that between Johnson ard 
Jeffries. For nothing essential alters: the drama is the 
same; merely the actors drop away and are replaced by 
others. 


In this decade came two more giants to Mr. Punch’s side : 
Charles Keene in 1851 and George Du Maurier in 1860. 
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THE GREAT EXHIBITION, 1851. 



































NEW FASHIONS. 
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You COULDN’T HAVE A MORE BECOMING Hat, SIR—AND THEY'LL BE 


WORN A GREAT DEAL AT THE OPENING OF THE EXHIBITION.”’ 
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TRADE DEPRESSION. 
TRADESMAN AT THE West END IS OBLIGED TO GIVE UP HUIS 


TRADE, 
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GONE INTO 
THE HAM! 


SANDWICH 
BUSINESS 
NEAR THE 
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YOUNG ENGLAND. 
** Doocep GRATIFYING, AIN’T IT, CHARLES, TO SEE 
SA MUCH INDasTRY?”’ 
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THEATRICAL DEPRESSION. 


Manager. ‘‘ Lapres anD GENTLEMEN—A—I MEAN RESPECTED 
INDIVIDUAL—IN CONSEQUENCE OF THE GREAT ATTRACTION OF THE 
EXHIBITION OR CrystaL Pacace, I BEG TO ANNOUNCE TO YOU THAT 
THIS RIDICULOUS FARCE OF OPENING MY THEATRE WILL NOT BE 
REPEATED ; AND YOUR ORDER WILL BE RETURNED TO YOU ON APPLI- 
CATION AT THE Box-Orrice.”’ 
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PREPARATORY SCHOOL FOR YOUNG LADIES. 








otc sabt pe reste Shall 40x. dam at Home te dam Ws thnk rot Dear. Sahel lookin e the Cub UTP iipabea yal a5 
Ti ip ghost ° i P ae Hee) 
"Sb 0 very «trenge hom ry: wy Love ? “4 nt 


?. é /jrat fo dee the Papen . and ahall. deme of th : 
wth 40 Many Brothers . Inver have e —— Ph We PurG!: ae b aoe Y But Seog Ua' than . Smug cate at a, 


af }é | <a>, « she “9 — re 
f Gatton om mg” callans. Tike fctis you esl PY Clana, “Vee yop brow Pep . a 1 \ etergalle may | 
nt Sear bird about thet confoondaol Ber laa JS “en, @ wont hanno & ify "3 i ‘ 
Yi Work! - a // SS aipey 4 , 
y Ws 


wn! A 4 
Fi Wii 1 tld 4 > "LR 
j a “Att 


eS) a 


= 


— ae 
>) 32 


SS 
+ ndeag conn S 


a 





PROGRESS OF BLOOMERISM. 
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SPURIOUS IMITATION. 
Unmiticatep Errrontery oF Messrs. BROWN AND SMITH. — 





WHAT THE “BRITISH’? G°>ENADIBR !S INEVITABLY P 
COMING TO. 
Some talk of ALEXANDER, and some of PERICLES, 
Of Hector and Lysanper, and such old Guys as these; 
But of all the horrid objects, the wust, I do declare, 
Is the Prusso-Russo-Belgo-Gallo-British Grenadier, 
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Flora. “‘ Tuat’s & VERY PRETTY Watstcoat, Emty !"* 
Emily. “Yes, Dear. It Betoncs To my BrotHer Carrs. 
DESIGN SHOWING HOW THE PRETTY HoopS NOW WORN BY 


WHEN HE GOES OUT OF TOWN HE PUTS ME ON THE Free LIsT, AS 


LADIES MIGHT BE MADE USEFUL AS WELL AS ORNAMENTAL. HE CALLS IT, OF HIS WARDROBE. IsN'T IT KIND?” 
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SINGULAR AND RATHER ALARMING EFFECT PRODUCED BY IMPRUDENTLY TRYING THE HAT AND TABLE-MOVING 
EXPERIMENT. 
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THE COLLAR MANIA. : 
Ne ° . , =e ° 
EAT AND APPROPRIATE ORNAMENT a 


FOR a GENT'’S ALL-ROUNDER. 


THE SEA-SIDE HAT—A HINT TO MATERPAMILIAS. 
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Perceptive Child. ‘‘ Mamma, DEAR! Wuy DO THOSE GENTLEMEN DRESS THEMSELVES LIKE THE FUNNY LITTLE MEN IN My Noan’s 
Ark?” 
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Tux Misses WEASEL THINK CRINOLINES A PREPOSTEROUS AND EXTRAVAGANT INVENTION, AND APPEAR aT Mrs. Rounpasout’s Par1™ 
IM A SIMPLE AND ELEGANT ATTIRE. (See page 53-) 
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First Boy. ‘‘ WHat DOES HE DO WITH ALL THEM WHISKERS?” ** Way, Fweo!—Wuawt's tHe Matrer with rour Léecs?” 
Second Boy. *** Wiiy, WHEN 'E’S GOT’ ENOUGH OF ‘eM, "B CUTS ** Wuy, vou seg,’ Pac-Tor TrouSers aRE GETTING 80 ComMON, 


‘kM OFF TO sTUFS ‘1s HEAsyY Cuaik with |"! I’m Goinc to Give Natures a Cuancg |” 
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THE QUIET STREET. 


A Sketcn From a “ Stupy’”’ WIxDow. 
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FLUNKEIANA. 


Lady. ‘“‘ Resicn your Situation! Why, WHAT’S: WRONG NOW, THOMAS? HAVE THEY BEEN WANTING YOU TO EAT SALT 
BuTTER AGAIN ?”’ 

Genteel Footman. ‘‘ On NO, THANK YOU, Ma’AM—BUT THE FACT 1S, Ma’AM+—THAT I HAVE HEARD THAT MASTER WERE SEEN 
ZAST WEEK ON THE TOP OF A HOMNIBUS, AND I COULDN’T AFTER THAT REMAIN ANY LONGER IN THE FAMILY !”’ 
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Admiring Friend. “ Wny, Frank! Wuat a Capita. Dopce!” 
Frank. ‘ A—yA-aS.. My Beard IS SUCH A BORE, THAT I HAVE TAKEN A HINT TROM THE Farr’ Sex.” 
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My new Unirorm come nome, I sgl"! 
AND IT LOOKS So NICE!" 


Pa pean! AND WE'VE TRIED IT ON THE WATER Butt, 
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Paterfamilias (who is stout and a Volunteer also). ‘‘ Onol 


bauwily. 
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1861— 1870. 


C] N 1861 we find that gallant fellow the Volunteer, 
always a butt of the wits but bravely disregarding 
their playfulness, in full force; Blondin at the 
Crystz1 Palace, and Paul Du Chaillu’s gorilla leading to a 
thousand jokes. Paul Du Chaillu is forgotten now, but 
only a Nottingham voter would dare to say that jokes about 
men and monkeys are extinct. In the following year 
croquet began to try the patience and temper of English 
men and maidens, as it still does; and in 1863 breech-loaders 
are noted as having recently come in, in consequence of 
which a larger number of pheasants and partridges went out. 
That year also Speke and Grant discovered the source of 
the Nile. 


On the day before Christmas one of Mr. Punch’s greatest 
stalwarts, W. M. Thackeray, died, and in 1864 Mr. Punch 
lost John. Leech, who had been a tower of strength ever 
since his fourth number. 


In -1865 women began to add medicine to their 
other industries and, according to Du Maurier, to smoke the 
recently imported cigarette, which as an amelioration of 
English life is little more than fifty years old; while in 1866 
roller skating, which has been making periodical revisits 
ever since, always accompanied by symptoms of fever, had 
broken out in the streets—where it still remains in spite of 
foolish appeals to the Home Secretary to stop it. That 
year also saw the first sewing-machine. 


In 1867 another first is recorded—the first joke on the 
tendency of lady novelists to be a little too frank—an 
exuberance which the forty and more intervening years 
have done little to curb. It was also in 1867 that Linley 
Sambourne, Mr. Punch’s famous ‘‘ Sammy,’’ who died a 
little less than a year ago, in harness almost to the last, 
contributed his first drawing. 


The greatest boon of the sixties, and one which has since 
brightened the lives of millions of persons, was the bicycle. 
It is true it was not the bicycie we know to-day—it was 
awkward and noisy and snattering to the system—but it 
was the forerunner of the real thing, and by 1869 Mr. Punch 
was sufficiently interested in it to recommend ladies to try 
side-saddles. 





THE VOLUNTEER MOVEMENT, 
JONES AND FAMILY GO UNDER CANVAS 
A CROQUET MATCH. 
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Tuts 1s why CHARLES, WHO TOOK HIS TWO FAIR CousINS TO SEE BLONDIN ON THE HicH Rope, 
DID NOT THINK IT BY ANY MEANS A “ DISGUSTING EXHIBITION.”’ 
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THE CLERICAL BEARD MOVEMENT. 


WE DO NOT FOR ONE MOMENT PRESUME TO SAY WHETHER IT IS RIGHT OR WRONG,—ONLY, IF THIS SORT OF THING 1S TO PREVAIL, 
WHAT'S TO BECOME OF CAPTAIN HEAVYSWELL? 





2 


Punch, or the London Charivari, July 19, 1911. 


n 
~ 


p 


< 
en 


Y) 


VAN 





Win ay 


Old Woman. ‘* Wett, I met Tures 
Wuen I was a Gat, &c., &c.”’ 


—— oS 





Mamma (to Old Woman). ‘* Pray, HAVE you MET Two Lapies AND A GENTLEMAN ?”’ 
PEOPLE—BUT, LA! THERE, I CAN’T TELL LADIES FROM GENTLEMEN NOW-A-DAYS. 
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AT SOTHERN’S PERFORMANCE OF DUNDREARY. 


First Swell. “‘A-a-waw! Waw! waw! Hcw orp you LIKE HIM?” 
Second Do. ** Waw-waw-waw. No FELLAW BVAW SAW SUCH A FELLAW. Gwoss CAWICATURE-waw |" 
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Keeper (who has never seen a breech-loader). ‘‘ 1 poN’T THINK WERRY MUCH OF ‘IM; WHY HE’S BIN AND Broke HIS GUN THR 
WERRY Fust Suot!”’ 
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WE LEARN FROM AN OBSERVANT CORRESPONDENT, THAT ‘‘ COAT-TAILS 
AND WALKING STICKS ARE WORN SHORT AT PRESENT BY THE MOST Tue New anp Dsguicutrut Metuop or Brusuinc THE Hare 


PRONOUNCED SWELLS AT THE Camp AT SANDOWN.” BY MACHINERY, 





Punch, or the London Charivari, July 19, 1911. 


SPIRITUALISM, 
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SEWING MACHINES. 


Draper. ‘A most WONDERFUL INVENTION, INDEED, Mum, AND IT REALLY EXECUTES THE Work sO EFFICIENTLY awD QUICKLY 
THAT, "PON MY WorD, I THINK THERE’S NOTHING LEFT FOR THE LADIES TO DO NOW BUT TO Improve their Intellects !™ 
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GENERAL ADOPTION OF THE ROLLING SKATE, 


Livery ArreARANCE OF REGENT STREET IN JUN, 
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Who ts tuts INTERESTING INVALID? 


TUAT HE MIGHT SEND FOR THAT RISING Practitioner, Dr. Arasetta Botus! 
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Stout Fashionable Party. ‘‘ Wnat Guys THEY MADE OF THEMSELVES IN THOSE DAYS, AuNT!”’ 
Slim Old Ditto. ‘‘ Fasnion, my Dear! I sHoULD NOT WONDER BUT We SHALL BE LOOKED ON AS Perfect Frights 1n Future Times! !* 





Old-fashioned Party (with old-fashioned prejudices). ‘* An! very CLEVER, I DARE SAY. But I SEE IT’S WRITTEN BY A LaDy, 
ano I want « Book tHat my Daughters May READ. GIVE ME SOMETHING ELSE!” 





Punch, or the London Charivari, July 19, 1911. 


° 
ae Od 
(ast ‘ ® 


Giese 
ese 


Aunt (slightly shocked). ‘‘ Wuy, CHILD, ALL youR CLOTHES ARE 
FALLING OFF |”” 
Laura. ‘‘ On, DEAR, NO, AUNTY; 1T’s THE FasHIon !"* THE VELOCIPEDE SIDE-SADDLE, 
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Augusta. ‘‘O Apa, DeaR, WHAT A SWEET Heap-Dress! WHERE DID YOU GET IT?" 
Ada. “It’s guite New, oear. It ONLY ARRIVED TO-DAY FROM Paris IN A BatLoon, By BatLoon-Post.” 








RETAIL TRADERS v. CO-OPERATIVE STORES. 
Joun THOMAS IS EMPHATICALLY ON THE SIDE OF THE FORMER. 
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1871 —188o0. 





@ Pi HE most remarkable events in English life in Mr. 

i ~- af Punch’s fourth decade were probably the popularisa- 

~~ \ tion of the bicycle, the invention of lawn tennis, 

> ¥ Pp - and the introducticn of the telephone. The bicycle was 

/ steadily gaining ground throughout the ten years, but lawn 

é | 4 tennis was not played until 1874, and that questionable boon, 


the telephone, appeared in 1878, although it was long, of 
course, before every other house had passed under its 
tyranny, as now, when only those who have none or 
remember to leave the receiver off the rest know any peace 
of mind. As for lawn tennis, since 1874 it has reached its 
zenith and declined again. 




































In 1871 we first find the adjective ‘‘awful’’ entering 
S upon an existence which it has not yet quitted, in spite 
. of many successful rivals; in 1874 ‘* quite’’ joined 
it as an indispensable part of smart speech; in 1876 
the right people were expressing their thanks in the 
S phrase, ‘‘ Ta, awfully ta,’”? while at the end of the period, in 
4 1880, “* utter’? and ‘‘ too too’? began their brief but hectic 
> reign. 


Feel 


In dress, crinolines had long gone, and the reaction 
| was towards so tight a skirt that in 1876 sitting down was 
( . found to be as much an impossibility as running was in the 
hobble skirts of this and yester year. 


S 
\ 
\ Trade was now becoming a sanctioned resort for impover- 
f ished aristocrats, as it still is; and in 1877 a tendency to 
manliness in woman’s dress that has steadily increased was 
v7 noticed again, as it had been noticed in the forties by the 
keen eye of Leech, and has been noticed since; for all fads 
“| move in circles. 


& And so we reach 1880, when that famous movement began 
Ng which gave Mr. Punch more opportunities for sustained 
ridicule than any other in his long life—the rise of the 
WN | zsthetes, with their sunflowers and lilies, their languid 
\, enthusiasms and affected disdains. 


























LE 
Hi 


\ 
1 | 











Punch, or the London Charivari, July 19, 1911. 


| Wi 


Wh Ls 


THE SLANG OF THE DAY. THE DOLLY VARDON FAREWELL KISS. 
** A—awrut Hot, ain’t 17?” ‘* Yes, AwFuL!”’ (Pause.) DELIGHTFUL OrrRaTION, BUT A DirFicuLt ONE To PERFORM 
** A—AWFUL Jotty FLoor, ain’t 1T?”’ ‘* Yes, awrut!”’ (Pause.) SUCCESSFULLY, 
** A—aA—AWFUL JOLLY SAD ABOUT THE POOR DucHESS, AIN'T 
iT?” “* Yes—Quite Too awrut——”’ (And so forth.) 














Mrs. Brown (whose Daughter has just been performing admirably on the Piano-Forte). ‘‘ Do your DaucuTers Pray, Mrs, Joxes?” 
Mrs. Jones (whose four Daughters have only been listening). ‘* No.”’ Mrs. Brown. ‘* Stnc?”’ Mrs. Jones. ‘* No.”’ 
Mrs. Brown. ** Paint in Water-Cotours?*’ Mrs. Jones. ‘*No. We Go 1n For Beauty!” 
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A WEST-END NOTION OF “HUMBLE ORIGIN.”’ 
Belgravian Crossing-Sweeper (offended). ‘* Wuy, 1 RECOLLEX YER WHEN YER WOS Livin’ In THE ReGENcY Park !’ 





REFINEMENTS OF MODERN SPEECH. Old Servant. ‘‘ THERE Now, Miss ANNIE, WHAT DO YOU CALL 
Female Exquisite. ‘‘Quite A NIcE Batt at Mrs. that ?”’ 
MILLEFLEURS’, WASN’T IT?” Miss Annie. ‘‘Wuat Do I catt what, Apams?”’ 
Male Diito. ‘* Very QuITE. INDEED, REALLY most Old Servant. ‘‘Wny, THAT Back VeLvet Tuinc You'v: cot 


QuITE |” ox. I carts iT A Nicking-Strap:” 
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RINKOMANIA. 


Where Cherubs sweep for ever and a day 
Smooth tepid ice that never melts away, 

While graceful, gay, good-natured Lovers blend 
To endless tunes, in circles without end! 


FrienDs of the fleeting Skate, behold in this 

A Rinkomaniac’s dream of earthly bliss, 
Sketched by the frantic pen of one who thinks 
That Heaven is paved with everlasting rinks ! 








THE PILLION-BICYCLE. 
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Stuvy OF A HORIZONTAL ARRANGEMENT IN TONED WHITE, Pu :rPLE AND BROWN, ACCOMPANIED BY A VERTICAL SYMPHONY IN 
ORANGE, BLUE AND CRIMSON, MEETING A /IAGONAL Duet In Brack aNnD YELLOW. 
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May. ‘‘ Mamma! Mamma! Don’t Go ON LIKE THIS, pray!!’’ 

Mamma (who has smashed a favourite pot). ‘* WHat HAVE I GOT LEFT TO LIVE FOR?” 

May. ‘‘ Haven't you Got Me, Mamma?’’ 

Mamma. ‘** You, Cuitpv! You're not Unigue!! THERE are Six OF you—a Compete Set! !" 
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Ancient Lady. ‘‘ Let me Drive you, Miss Suarp. It Is QUIT! 
° IN MY WAY, AND I CAN’T BEAR TO THINK OF YOUR WALKING HOME 
Captain Lovelace. ‘*‘ THEY aRE Stx To ouR Love; anv ‘ Love’ ALL ALONE !"’ 
ALWAYS MEANS NOTHING, YOU KNOW. , 


Miss Maud, ‘*‘ How vo WE sTAND?”’ 


Modern Ditto. ‘* Ou, I pox’t MIND WALKING A BIT, THANKS! 
Miss Maud. ‘* Atways?”’ Besipes, | WANT TO SMOKE !”’ 
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Miss Matilda (an accomplished Waltzer). ‘‘ AVEC PLAISEER, MONSIEUR. QUELLE EST VOTER FORME—LE ‘ Lurch de Liver- 
,’ LE ‘ Dip de Boston,’ ou LE ‘ Kick de Ratcliffe Highway?’ ”’ 
[We have feebly tried to represent the ** Ratcliffe Highway Kick,” which at present is only danced in the very best 
society, and confers a gréat air of distinction on the performers. ] 


bh 
| Distinguished Foreigner. ‘* VoOULEZ-VOUS ME FAIRE L’HONNEUR DE DANSER CETTE VALSE AVEC MOI, MrESS MATILDE?”’ 
: pool 
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(Honoured Guest at big Country-house is invited hy affable Butler to walk through the Cellars. 
Guest, ‘An! na! So you've BEEN LAYING IN THE FASHION. BLE Drink, I SEE! THE DocToRS ARE ALL MAD ABOUT IT.”’ 
\ffable Butler, ‘* YeEzzIR—LESS HACID, THEY SAY, IN GOOD ) ALT WISKEY THAN IN ANY FORM OF ALCO’OL. I'VE TOOK TO IT 
MYSELF. In Fact, I may say I'VE QUITE GIVEN UP CHAMPAGNES, CLARETS, BURGUNDIES, AND *Ocks !”” 
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THE ARISTOCRACY TAKES TO TRADE. 
Lord Plantagenet (to fair Customer, who has just given an enormous order for Sugar, Soap, and Pickles). ‘* Any other 
ARTICLE TO-DAY, Mapam?”’ 
Fair Customer. ** ER—we_t—a—I HEAR youR SISTER-IN-LAW, THE DUCHESS OF PENTONVILLE, IS GOING TO GIVE A GARDEN 
Party at FurnaM. ER—WOULD IT BE ASKING TOO MUCH IF | WERE TO BEG OF HER GRACE, THROUGH you, THE FAVOUR OF AN 


”? 


INVITATION FOR MYSELF AND MY TWO Davucuters?”’ Lord Plantagenet. ‘* It SHALL BE SEEN TO, MapDam! 
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Old Gentleman (shocked beyond description) to Verger. 
THEIR Hats OFF?”’ 
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‘* My cittLe Boy wISHES FOR A Noan’s 
UP KEEPING Noan’s HARKS SINCE THE SCHOOL BOARDS COME IN. 


Lady Customer. 
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** Don’T YOU THINK THOSE YOUTHS HAD BETTER BE TOLD TO TAKE 
‘* TaKE THEIR ’ATS OFF! BLESS YOU, SIR, THOSE ARE THE Dean’s young Ladies !”’ 
. 





. HAVE you ONE?”’ 
THEY WAS CONSIDERED TOO DENOMINATIONAL, M'um !"’ 
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Toyman. ‘ 
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WE'VE GIVLN 
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THE TELEPHONE. 
Prace—Bedford Square. TimeE—8 a.M. 
Paterfamilias (waking up). ‘* Wuat’s THE MATTER JEMIMA?”’ 
Materfamilias. ‘‘ It’s pear CHARLEY Got A DINNER-PaRTY AT 
Cotomso. THe SLINGSBY ROBINSONS ARE THERE, AND CHARLEY’S 
JUST PROPOSED OUR HEALTHS SO NICELY. LISTEN TO THE CHEERS !”’ 
Paterfamilias. ** Watt a MINUTE, AND I’LL RETURN THanks !”’ 
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At the Luncheon hour, Jellaby Postlethwaite enters a Pastrycook’s 
and calls for a glass of Water, into which he puts a freshly-cut 
Lily, and loses himself in contemplation thereof. 

Waiter. ‘‘SHALL I BRING YOU ANYTHING ELSE, SIR ?’’ 
Jellaby Postlethwaite. ‘‘ THANKs, NO! I HAVE ALI I REQUIRE, 


AND SHALL SOON HAVE DONE: 
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“IL FAUT SOUFFRIR POUR ETRE BELLE!” 
Tur SCENE DEPICTED ABOVE IS NOT SO TRAGIC AS ONE MIGHT SUPPOSE. IT MERELY REPRESENTS THAT BEST OF HUSBANDS, JONES, 


HELPING THE LOVELY Mrs. J. 





TO DIVEST HERSELF OF HER JERSEY. 
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1881 — 1890. 





fae HE zsthetes—with Du Maurier hot on their trail— 

EE were still strong in the opening years of Mr. Punch’s 
. fifth decade; but their doom had sounded, and they 
never recovered from the fashion of athletics for women 
4 f a’ which, though it has ceased to be a craze, has never lost 
4) ip ’ popularity. In addition to their interest in feats of strength 

we find women, after refusing, in 1883, to ride on ’buses, 
refusing, in 1886, when garden seats came in, to ride any- 
¢ where else. 


. f, In 1883 we also have a foretaste of the Suffragette move- 
\ ment, which, however, was to wait for Mr. Punch’s seventh 

} decade to develop into the real crusade that all of us now 
F; & know and many dread. 


The changes of dress, always faithfully reflected in Mr. 
iS Punch’s pages, ranged from the tight jerseys of 1880—1 to 
- the high sleeves of 1890 by way of the egregious bustle, which 

alone of all the extravagances of fashion has yet shown no 

tendency to revisit the scenes of its old horrible triumph. 
Ky Large fans and parasols came in in 1882, and a renewed 
( \ approximation to men’s dress was. a by-product of the 
. period. As for men, we find them giving up carrying tatch- 
keys for fear of spoiling their figures. 


The joreign instrumental and hairy genius, the American 
x siffleuse, prize fighters, cowboys, and the infant musical 
prodigy divided the attention of smart hostesses, while 
among the crazes of the idle rich (who have always been 
Mr. Punch’s best material) we find slumming, banjo-playing, 
palmistry, pet dogs, and ‘‘ Pigs in Clover’? and kindred 
puzzles (to be revived in the next century in the form of a ‘ 
jigsaw). Falstaff’s remark on his countrymen (which Mr. \" 
Punch might have made his motto, had he needed one) UY ‘ 
—‘‘It was always yet the trick of our English nation, if \ 
NN they have a good thing, to make it too common ’’—is 
exemplified in the years between 1881 and 1890 as richly as 
in any of the periods. - 





\ The last year of the decade saw Charles Keene’s final \ 
\ drawing in Punch, for which he had been working for forty NI 
years. 
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POLO FOR THE PEOPLE. 
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*" POSTLETAWAITE ON ‘: REFRACTION.” 
Grigsby. ‘* Hutto, my JELLABY, you HERE! COME AND 
TAKE A DIP IN THE BRINY, OLD MAN. 
AS IF YOU wanted i1T!”’ 
Postlethwaite. ‘* THanks, NO. I NEVER BATHE. I 


ALWAYS SEE MYSELF SO DREADFULLY foreshortened IN THE 
WatreR, you Kxow !” 


I’m SURE YOU LOOK 





TANTALISING. 
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Snookson. ‘‘ REVERSING’ SEEMS TO BE GOING OUT OF FASHION. Mrs. Vere de Vere. 


First Masher. ‘* Let’s STOP AND LOOK AT PuNCH AND Jupy, O_p Cuappre! I’ve HEARD IT’s AS GOoD As A Pray!” 
Second Masher. ‘‘ 1 pEessay 1T 1s, MY Brave Boy. But WE AIN’T DRESSED, you KNow! ” 
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A NEW TASTE IN MEN AND WOMEN. 
She. ‘** WHAT A FINE-LOOKING Man Mr. O'Brien 1s!”’ 
He. ‘** H’m—tAll—RATHER ROUGH-HEWN, I THINK. Can't Say I ADMIRE THAT LOUD-LAUGHING, STRONG-VOICED, ROBUST KIND 
Or Man. Now THAT'S A NICE-LOOKING WOMAN HE'S TALKING” TO!”’ 
She. ** Wett_—er—somewnat effeminate, you KNow. Conress I -DON*’r ADMIRE effeminate Women !” 
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THE SOCIAL POSITION OF THE ACTOR HAS IMPROVED OF LATE YEARS, BUT STILL LEAVES MUCH TO BE DESIRED. 
Walter Lissom (the Jeune Premier of the Parthenon). ‘I ask yOu ALL, LADIES, HAS AN ACTOR EVER YET BEEN MADE A 

KNIGHT OF THE GARTER, OR EVEN HAD THE REFUSAL OF A PEERAGE! Never!” 

Chorus of adoring Duchesses, Marchionesses, and Countesses. ‘** Shame!"’ 
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THE GOLF STREAM. 
FLOWS ALONG THE EasterRN Coast OF SCOTLAND DURING THE SUMMER AND AUTUMN. 
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A NEW RUNG IN THE SOCIAL LADDER. 

TopEson TAKES TO ‘* StuMMING,"? AND COMES ACROSS* Lapy CLARA ROBINSON (née VERE DE VERE)IN A FRIGHTFUL DEN NEAR 
Berunat GREEN. On joy! SHE ACTUALLY INVITES HIM TO DINE WITH SIR PETER AND HERSELF IN GROSVENOR SQuarReE ! 

But, aLas! INSTEAD OF RANK AND FASHION, IT IS ONLY TO MEET AN East END CurRATE AND HIS WIFE, DEVOTED TO THE Poor ; 
—anb Miss FuLLaLove (THE Matron oF Lapy Ciara's Home FOR JUVENILE THIEVES IN BERMONDSEY), WHOM HE HAS TO LEAD 
{\ TO DINNER, AND WHO PERSISTS IN MISTAKING HIM FOR ONE OF THOSE RECLAIMED SPECIMENS OF THE ** Lower Mippte Ciass 
Criminat ’? Her Lapysuir 1s SO FOND OF BEING KIND To! [Todeson thinks that ‘‘ Slumming” doesn’t pay, after alif 





Punch, or the London Charivari, July 19, 1911. 


LOVE’S LABOUR'S LOST; OR, THE STALKING OF GORGIUS MIDAS JUNIOR. 


Lapy MATCHAM AND HER DIANA PATIENTLY DRIVE THE QUARRY INTO THE DISCREET LITTLE SAGE-GREEN SATIN BouDoIR, WHENCE, 
AS THEY FONDLY ANTICIPATE, THERE WILL BE NO ESCAPE. UNFORTUNATELY, WHO SHOULD BE LYING IN WAIT FOR HIM THERE BUT 


Lapy CATCHAM AND HER CONSTANTIA ! 
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SOCIETY’S NEW PET—THE ARTIST’S MODEL. 

AND HOW DID YOU axnD Mr. SopLey COME TO QUARREL, DEAR Miss Dpracon?’’—'‘ WELL, vouR GRACE, -IT WAS LIKE. THIS: I 
WAS SITTING TO HIM IN A Cestus FOR ‘ THE JUDGMENT OF Paris,” WHEN SOMEONE CALLED AS WANTED TO SEE HIM MOST PARTICULAR ; 
£0 HE SAID, ‘ Don’t you move, Miss Dragon, or you'll disturb the Cestus!’—‘ Very good, Sirl’ I saiD, AND OFF HE WENT; AND 
WHEN HE COME BACK IN AN HOUR AND A ARF OR SO, HE SAID, ‘ You’vé moved, Miss Dragon.’—'I ‘aven’t!’ 1 saip.—' You 
AVE! ne saiw.—' I ’AVEN’T!’ I saip,—anpD NO MORE I ’aDN’r, YOUR GRACE!—AND WITH THAT I OFF WITH HIS CESTUS, AND 


WISHED HIM GOOD MORNING, AN’ NEVER BEEN NEAR HIM SINCE ]”” 
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THE LAST NEW FAD. A REACTION FROM AESTHETICS. 
The Professor. ‘‘ Now, Lapres. STRAIGHT FROM THE SHOULDER, PLEASE!—AND DON’T TRY TO Scratch—’t’AIN’? 
*O GOOD WITH THE GLOVES ON!” 
M. le Professeur. ‘‘ ALLONS, MADEMOISELLE,—VIF LA! ROMPEZ—PARADE ET RIPOSTE EN QUARTE. BON! ENCORE . 
UNE FOIS LA FEINTE DE SECONDE, Harpi! UNE, DEUSSE, TROISSE! FENDEZ-VOUS BIEN,—Parfait!’’ 
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5783- **HERE’S A HOW-D’Y’-DO!”" 1887. 


A CuAPTER ON THE EVOLUTION OF DEPORTMENT. 


Punch, or the London Charivari, July 19, 1911. 
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The Duchess of Beljambe. ‘* Tuat's my Costume For THE DaANcE 1N.THE THIRD ACT—RATHER COLD IN THIS, WEATHER—BUT 
ir’s FOR THE POOR CRosSING-SWEEPERS’ Wipows’ Home, you KNOW! ARE YOU COMING TO SEE US, CAPTAIN DE Boots?’’ 

Gallant Hussar. ‘‘ Haw! . Haw! I snovutp‘thirik so, DuCuess—rather! Wot tpn’t MISS IT FOR THE WortD!~ Brine 
THE WHOLE REGIMENT! Fetcu ’EM AWFULLY, THAT Tuirp Act witt! Haw! Haw! Haw!”’ 
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** Wet, Ta-ta, OcD Man! My PEeopte ARE WAITING UP FOR 


met, YOU KNOW!" ““Wuy, DON’T YOU CARRY A LATCH-KEY?"’ 
“Carey a Latch-key! NotI! A LatcH-K&y 'D SPOIL any TYPICAL MODERN DEVELOPMENTS. 
Feccter’s Ficure |" Dracoon ano CURATE. 
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(SMALL AND EARLY.) 
STUDIES IN EVOLUTION. 


MRS. DUDLEY DE VERE STANLEY-MAINWARING AT HOME-——GLOVES, 
aT SuBuRBAN Susscription Batts, &c. 
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Tuts 1s wot aw Exampts oF THE STRUGGLE FOR EXISTENCE—IT IS MERELY ‘‘ THE VALSE,”’ AS WE HAVE LATELY SEEN IT DANCED 
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REFRESHMENTS IN VOGUB. 


*“ QUININE OR ANTIPYRINE, My Lapy?” 
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TRUE FEMININE DELICACY OF FEELING. 
Emily (who has called to take Lizzie to the great Murder Trial). 
** Wuat DEEP BLACK, DEAREST !”’ 
Lizzie. *‘ Yes. I THOUGHT IT WOULD BE ONLY DECENT, AS THB 
PooR WRETCH IS SURE TO BE FOUND GuILTy.”’ 
Emily. ‘‘ Au! I HEARD IT WAS EVEN BETTING WHICH WAY THB 
VERDICT WOULD GO, so I ONLY Put ON Half Mourninc |"’ 
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} HE legacy of the nineties is still being enjoyed by 
us. The decade brought the cult of motoring, 
bridge and golf to full flower; and all these things 

delight us yet. 


At the beginning of this period the wordless play was 
delighting London ; at the end extravagantly ample hats worn 
at matinées were blotting out the stage, as periodically they 
have done since and will probably ever do. Tight skirts 
were stil! in fashion, to which huger sleeves than before were 
added, and in 1893 a happily futile effort to bring back 
the crinoline was made, leading Du Maurier to an amusing 
inversion. of one of Leech’s drawings in 1857, both of which 
are giver. in this number. In the same year Mr. Punch 
printed the first drawing by one of his most delightful and 
gifted hands—poor Phil May. 


In 1894 Society’s romps of both sexes went mad over the 
Barr dance, and in 1895 our playwrights had begun to 
employ the drama as a vehicle for exhibiting problems in 
socia! ethics, thus providing nuts for conversationalists and 
critics to crack—not always with good humour and rarely 
with any profit. 


In 1896, the motor-bus first began to shake our houses, 
and Herr RGntgen discovered his wonderful rays; while it 
was in the same year, in the number for September 26, that 
Du Maurier’s last drawing appeared and Mr. Punch lost his 
most searching social satirist after Thackeray. 


In 1897 electric cabs came and went; Society discovered 
Battersea Park as a cycling course, and jockeys, imitating 
the Americans, began to perch upon their horses’ necks, 
where they still are. In the summer of the following year 
the introduction of the Continental custom of mixed bathing 
into English watering-places had all the country by the ears; 
and in the argument for and against it a heat was engen- 
dered at which now we can all—as Mr. Punch did then— 
only laugh. 
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“* Like My New Frock, AUN’ En?” : 
“Ww I Sees ae cena —s : ** A—GOT ANYTHING ON TO-NIGHT, Lapy Gopiva?” 
ELL, [ SHOULD SA¥ YOU'D GOT SKIRTS FOR YOUR SLEEVES, on a ——_— : 
AND A SLEEVE FOR your Skirt !”’ Not mucn, I’m GLap TO say! 
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IBSEN IN BRIXTON. MILITARY EDUCATION. 
Mrs. Harris. “ Yes, Wituram, I've tHovent « peat. ABOUT IT, General. ‘* WHAT IS THE MAIN USE OF CAVALRY IN MODERN WAR 
AND I Ftxp I’M NOTHING BUT YoUR DoLt anp Dicky-BirD, AND $O FARE ?”’ Mr. de Bridoon. ‘* Wett, I supPOsE TO GIVE TONE 





I’m GoING !”’ TO WHAT WOULD OTHERWISE BE A MERE VULGAR Brawt!”’ 
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ft THERE GO THE SPICER WiLcCOxEs, MamMMA! I’M TOLD THEY’RE DYING TO KNOW US. HADN’T WE BETTER CALL?”’ 
CERTAINLY NOT, Dear. IF THEY’RE DYING TO KNOW US, THEY’RE NOT WORTH KNOWING. THE ONLY PEOPLE WORTH Our 
KNOWING ARE THE PEOPLE WHO don’t WANT TO KNOW Us!”’ 











Tue MIssES ROUNDABOUT THINK TIGHT SKIRTS A PREPOSTEROUS AND EXTRAVAGANT INVENTION, AND APPEAR AT Mrs. WEASEL’S 
Party IN A SIMPLE AND ELEGANT ATTIRE. (Sce page 16. 
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Rotten Row. 10,.M. Dispersion or tHE PoilsxritES, STRAWHATITES AND CAPMEN, AND TRIUMPHANT ENTRY OF THE TOPHATITE, 
** IN QUITE CORRECT ATTIRE, BY PARTICULAR DESIRE.”’ 
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Daughter (enthusiastically). ‘* Ou, Mamma! I must cearRN BrcyciinG! SO DELIGHTFUL TO GO AT SUCH A Pace!” 
Mamma (severely). ‘* No, THANK YOU, MY DEAR; YOU ARE quite FAST ENOUGH ALREADY!” 
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THB BARN DANCE. 


Old Lady (from the Country). ‘‘ Is your Aunt JANE HERE TO-NIGHT, MatILpA?”’ 

Matilda. ‘* YES—THERE SHE IS—DANCING THE ‘ Pas de Quatre’ WITH LITTLE Mr. Simpkins!" 

Old Lady. “‘Oun—so that’s wHaT tmisy CALL THe ‘Pas de Quatre’{ I tuink tuat THE ‘Pas du Tout’ WOULD BE MORE 
SUITABLE TO youR AUNT Janzl”’ 
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THE PROBLEM PLAY. 
New Woman (with the hat). “Nol! My princiece ts simpcy this—Iy turre’s a demand FoR THESE PLAYS, IT MUST BE 

supplied I" - ol: 

Woman not New (with the bonnet). ‘‘ Precisety! Just as wit THE BULL-FIGHTS IN SPAIN ia ‘ [Scores. 
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THB MUZZLING REGULATIONS. 
ANOTHER CULPRIT. 
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THE MOTOR ‘BUS, 
Fussy Old Gent. “Stor! stop! I want To GET Down,” Driver. “1 can’t STOP THE BLOOMIN’ THING ! !”* 
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“TIn! Wop seninp!” “Yan! ’E ain’t GOT NONE!” 
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LE MONDE OU L’ON S’AMUSE. 


Ethel. “1 nope BicyctinG WILL GO OUT OF FASHION BEFORE NEXT SEASON, I do HATE BICYCLING so !”* 
Maud. ‘‘So po I! Bur onz must, you know!” 
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[‘‘ I don’t like the American style of sitting on the withers and leaning almost over the horse’s ears, with a short, tight hold of 
- the reins.""—Sporting Weekly.] 
*Is tat CHAP COMIN’ OFF, OR IS HE TRYIN’ THE NEW AMERICAN STvLE?"! 
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TABLEAUX VIVANTS AT A MOUSE PARTY. 


The Duchess (just arrived, rather late). ‘* Lorp Avu-Gus-tus ! |” 
Lord Augustus (emerging suddenly from ‘‘ Green Room"’). -*‘It’s atx nicht, Ducuess. Don’r se ‘Hurry.’ I'm iN THS 
Tasceau, ‘ ART WINS THE HEART,’ DON'TCHERKNOW. CELEBRATED Picturs. CHarP-eaintinc a Vase. How ‘po, Lapy Mas? 
How "po, Lapy Gerty? Like my Get up? Just Goinc on, Loox smarp To your SzaTs, OR YOU'LL MISS ME! Ta, tal” 
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OY / Stout Lady. ‘*‘ Excuse me, Lapy Gopo.pnin, BuT | should so 
4 , . eo LIKE TO MAKE SOME NOTES OF YOUR CHARMING COSTUME—MAY 1?” 
lie Sacto ede tet con ae tele Lady “Godephin." Panoow ua, BOY muaist’ area 1 
’ hen HA T THE PLEASURE OF——” 
at a loss to know how to commence conversation). Stout Lady. ‘On, I’m sure you won't minD: I'm ‘ Gimua,’ 


“SOUR VERY EMFIXC” you KNOW—I DO THE FASHION ARTICLE FOR Classy Bits!” 
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THE BATHING QUESTION. 


THE MARCH OF SCIENCE. 

? Inrgrestinc RESULT ATTAINED, WITH AID OF RGNTGEN Rays, 
we 4 Fimst-Fioorn LopceR WHEN PHOTOGRAPHING MIS SITIING- MASTER TOMMY IS EMPHATICALLY OF THE OPINION 
ace Door. THAT Tag SEXES OUGHT mof TO BATHE TOGETHER. 
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Motor Fiend. ‘‘ Wuy Don’t yOU GET OUT OF TIE way?” 
Victim. ‘‘ What! ARE YOU COMING BACK ?”"’ 
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THE POINT OF VIEW 
Exasperated Old Gentleman (to Lady in front of him). ‘‘ Excuse ME, MapaM, BUT My SEAT HAS COST ME TEN 
j SHILLINGS, AND I WANT TO see. Your Hat-—” 
The Lady. ‘‘My Hat was cost && TEN Guineas, Sir, axD I want 1T TO be seen!" 
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Kf ¥ when Mr. Punch and the world began the New 
~ Century. If the ten years had to be described 
swiftly they might be called, for England as a whole, the 
era of universal golf, of bridge and motoring, of suffra- 
gettes and flying. Golf, of course, had long been a 
fashion, but it was only now that not to play it put one 
outside the pale. 


PAR) ND so we are come to the last decade of the seven, 


The period produced no inventions to benefit the world 
on the scale of the telephone, the bicycle and the camera; 
and giants were few in the land. London, however, owes 
to the ingenuity of these years her many tubes and more 
taxis. 


The dawn of 1901 found England pulsating with ping- 
pong; while 1910 closed amid chatter as to the merits and 
demerits of the harem skirt. In r1o901 the devastating rule 
of the imported nouveau art was powerful; in 1910 life-long 
intimacies were being shattered over the claims of Gauguin 
and Matisse to be considered masters. 


Japan, the conquering, gave us Jiu-Jitsu in the early years 
of the century, and about the same time ‘“‘ rotten’’ and 
‘‘ ripping ’? became daily flowers of speech. Throughout 
the decade attempts by swimmers on the Channel were 
being made, but no one could equal Captain Webb’s feat of 
1575- 

The crowded tubes led to the precarious necessity of strap- 
hanging, and by 1907 (as foreseen by Mr. Punch in the 
forties) the taxi was with us and the knell of the cab-horse 
had sounded, although a few hansoms and growlers still 
struggle on. 

Ping-pong’s fierce short vogue in the beginning of the 
decade was hardly shorter or fiercer than that of diabolo in 
the middle, when there also set in that admirable fashion for 
pageants which fostered so much local patriotism and taught 
so much history. 

And so Mr. Punch enters his eighth decade on July :7, 
1911, and what that will bring forth, who knows? We can 
but wait and see. 
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A QUESTION OF TASTE. 





Johnnie (to waiter). ‘‘ AW—you'RE THE BOSS—HEAD 
WAITER, EH?” Waiter. ‘* Yesstr.”’ 

Johnnie. ‘‘ AH, WELL, JUST—AH—SEND UP TO YOUR 
orchestra chaps, AND TELL ’EM I REALLY CAN'T EAT MY 
DINNER TO that TUNE.”’ 


PLUSH SOMEWHARES, TO GIVE IT WHAT I CALL stoyle ! 








-3 BF Ws ‘ SS 


Excited Young Lady. ‘‘ FATHER, DIRECTLY THIS SET IS OVER GET INTRODUCED TO THE LITTLE MAN BY THE FIRE-PLACE, AND MAKE 
HIM COME TO OUR PARTY ON TUEsDayY.”’ 

Her Father. ‘‘ CERTAINLY, MY DEAR, IF YOU WISH IT. BuT—ER—HE'S RATHER A SCRUBBY LITTLE PERSON, ISN'T HE?”* 

E. Y. L. “ Fatuer, po you KNow who HE Is? THEY TELL ME HE’S THE AMATEUR PiNG-PonG CHAMPION OF PECKHAM! 


”? 


DON'T SUPPOSE HE’LL PLAY; BUT, IF YOU CAN GET HIM JUST TO L9OK IN,-THAT WILL BE something! 





Yate 


Lis (to Emily). ‘‘ Minp YER, IT’S ALL ROIGHT SO FUR AS IT 
Goes. ALL I sez IS, IT WANTS A FEVVER OR TWO, OR A BIT 0’ 














~~ 


VS ————— 
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“ONLY TWO FEET AT THE WINDOW.” 
(Old Song adapted.) 


Milkman (aghast, anxiously). ‘* Hutto! Wort’s THAT?” 
Old Woman. ‘‘ Hisu! Our Lopcer, just come. Open-atr cuRE!”’ 























CROWDED OUT. ' 
.} , 
Stage-struck Coster (to his dark-coloured donkey). ‘‘ Ornetso, OTH=LLO, your OcCUPATION 'LL SOON BE conr ! 
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Jones (to his fair Partner, after their opponents have deciared ‘‘ Clubs’’). ‘‘ Suatt I pay To ‘ CLuss,’ PARTNER?” 
lair Partner (who has never played Bridge before). ‘‘ Ou, NO, PLEASE DON'T, MR. Jones. I'vE ONLY GOT TWO 
LITTLE ONES.”’ 
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THE SUFPRAGETTE THAT KNEW JIU-JITSU. 


Tue ARREST. 
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Old Farmer Worsell (who believes in the principle of ‘‘ Back to the Land,”’ and is experimenting with unemployed 
from London). ‘* Now Ti&N, YOUNG FELLER, OW LONG ARE YOU GOING TO BE WITH THAT THERE MILK?” 
Young Feller. ‘I caunt ’ELP 17, Guv’Nor. I BIN WATCHIN’ ’ER "ARF AN HOUR, AND SHE AIN'T LAID ANY yiT!’?* 
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Wench. ‘‘ Do you pay MucH? I WAS WONDERING IF 10U’D HELP 
Us aT PIPLEY LATER ON.” 

Varlet. ‘‘ My pear LADY, I’M ABSOLUTELY BOOKED UP FOR. THB 

Straphanger (in first-class compartment, to first-class SEASON. Let’s seg. I’m OLIveR CROMWELL aT Lanv’s END ON 
passenger). “I say, Guv'nor, ‘ANG ON TO THIS ERE Fripay; Tus Oates IN THE ISLE OF MAN ON THE 10TH; AND THEN 
STRAP A MINUTE, WILL YER, WHILE I GET A LIGHT?” ETHELRED Tug’ UnrEabDy In SHETLAND. Sorry. No co.” 
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THE CARAVAN CRAZE. 
SCENE IN A LONELY PART OF THE HIGHLANDS, 
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THE CHANNEL SWIMMING CRAZE, OPENING DAY OF THE NEW WORKMEN’S COMPENSATION ACTe 
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THE DIABOLO CRAZE. 
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THE HAPPY CHANCE. 
** CoME ON, BOYS, THIS SPECIAL’S GOING DUB SouTH!”’ 


Chorus of Migrating Birds. 








SOCIETIES WE ADMIRE BUT DO NOT BELONG TO. 
Tus ASSociATION FOR 1fHE Revival oF Crassicat Dancixsc. 
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GEMS OF LANGUAGE. 
Ethel. ‘* Wevt, GRAN, WE'VE HAD A TOPPING GAME. THE OTHER SIDE WERE BALLY ROTTEN AT TIE START, BUT 
THEY BUCKED UP NO END, AND WE HAD A BIT OF A JOR TO LAY ’EM OUT. 
| THOUGHT THEY WERE THE MOST PIFFLING CREW OF FOOTLERS I'D EVER STRUCK. WB 
, 


Di. ‘* On, I DON’T KNOW. 
WERE SIMPLY ALL OVER ’EM, AND HAD °EM IN THE CART IN NO TIME.’ 
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STUDY SHOWING HOW ONLY THE WILLOWY TYPE IS “IKELY TO SURVIVE THE STRESS OF MODERN TRALFIC. 
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BANG WENT TUPPENCE, 


Frugal North Briton (his first experience of a taxi). ‘‘ Here, Man, stop! [ HAE A WEAK HEART, 
ow = ’ 
I CANNA STAND THAT HANG’T WEE MACHINE O° YOURS MARKIN’ UP THAE TUPPENCES.”’ 
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THE METCHNIKOFF MOVEMENT. 


Grand-Uncle (to Nephew who has dutifully come to enquire after his health). ** DELIGHTED. TO SEE YOU, MY BOY. NEVER 
FELT BETTER IN MY LIFE. YOU'VE JUST COME AT THE RIGHT MOMENT. WE'RE HAVING 4 Sour Mitkers’ AT Home.” 
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THE NEW SKIRT AND THE POETRY OF MOTION. 
Edith (breaking into a ] 


hop). 


** Hurry up, MABEL; YOULL never CATCIL THE TRAIN IF YOU KEEP ON TRYING TO RUN.”* 
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THE DAY OF THE SHORT MAN. 


THE SEX QUESTION. 
(A Stupy 1n Bono Streetz.) 
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To Mr. PUNCH 


On His Three-Score-and-Tenth Birthday 
July 17, 1911. 


As high Athene, helmed and speared, 
From Zeus’s cranium sprang to birth, 
So on a sudden you appeared, 
A finished masterpiece of mirth; 
Prodigious from your infant stages, 
Mature in wisdom as in art, 
At once you joined the roll of saze;, 
A child in nothing but your heart, 


You held a mirror up to life 
In whose reflection, clear and clean, 
The world and (what was more) his wife 
_Might see themselves as they were seen; 
Gently you mocked the vogues and crazes 
By which the freaks of Fashion swore, 
And showed her newest-fangled phases 
Foolish as any gone before. 


And not alone the instant hour 
You captured ere its spell was fled; 
You had ‘the seer’s peculiar dower, 
The gift of seeing on ahead ; 
Through virgin woods untouched of axes 
You gazed as o’er an open plain: 
You saw that men would ride in taxis 
Ard voyage through the vast inane. 


And, lest the moment's passing show 
Make us forget how Folly’s game 

Moves with the wheeling cycle’s flow 
And, changing still, is still the same, 

We sample here your tomes that slumber 
In light repose upon the shelf, 

And in his special Birthday number, 
Like history, Pach repeats himself, 


And we, whom love and honour bind 
To keep the old traditions bright, 
Mediums of your informing mind, 
Fain to interpret you aright— 
This résumé of modes and manners 
Our hands have ordered, A/r. P., 
And set it up, a string of banners, 
To mark your Radium Jubilec! 


For now your years, three-score-and-ten, 
Fulfil (to take the Psalmist’s view) 

The span assigned to common men, 
Though no such limits hamper you; 

So may you fare through countless ages 
As one on whom the stars have smiled, 

Still carrying high your head, a sage’s, 
Your heart, the heart of just a child. 


O. S. 
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y AssyYRIAN SCULPTOR HAS TROUBLE WITH HIS MODEL. 








CHARIVARIA. 


Ir was a happy thought on the part 
of the Prince or WALEs to invite his 


| parents to his Investiture as a return | 


| for the courtesy of being invited to 
their Coronation. 

| “Iam achild of the House of Com- 
mons,” confessed Mr. Luoyp GEORGE 
when he was entertained by the Press 
| Gallery. Still, he must not keep on 
much longer using this as an excuse. 
He is getting a big boy by now. 


An early English half - timbered 
dwelling house, dating from 1490, has 
been removed from Hawstead, Suffolk, 
and re-erected on the Marine Parade 
at Clacton-on-Sea. This experiment 
of prolonging the life of old houses by 
taking them to the sea-side will be 
watched with interest. 

* 

In New York, a contemporary tells 
us, a “woollen manufacturer” is suing 
his wife for a divorce on the ground 
that she frequently absents herself 
| from him for whole days at a time to 
play cards. We must confess to a 





A woman’s ideal is a man of 


iron; a woollen manufacturer must be 
a peculiarly poor thing. 


A correspondent asks: “Can an 
American bea J.P.?” Certainly, Take 
Mr. J. P. Morean. 
We understand it was the hot 
‘weather more than anything else that 
/caused the Government to consider the 
|possibility of a compromise on the 
| House of Lords question. The cruelty 
‘of thrusting 500 additional persons 
into a building with bare accommoda- 
| tion for the existing members became 
acutely apparent. 





It has now been proved that the 
|U.S. battleship Maine was not blown 
‘up by the Spaniards. As the belief 
that the contrary was the case was one 
lof the causes of the Spanish-American 
war, fair-minded persons are of the 
| Opinion that either Cuba and the 
| Philippines ought to be given back to 
their former owners, or else Spain 
‘ought to be allowed actually to blow 
\up an American battleship. 


It has been proposed that Morocco 


French zone, zone, a 


German zone, and a British zone. 


| Asa sop to Murat Harip the covntry 
would still be called Morocco. 


A Clown's Grim Joke! Mr. James 
Doveuty, who is in his ninety-third 
year, has married a lady of only twenty- 
four summers. 





Our eye was caught, as we passed a 
|tobacconist’s shop the other day, by : 
‘Motor Pipe.’ ‘The idea strikes us as 
an excellent one. It is such a nuisance, 
‘especially in hot weather, to have to 
continue puffing in order to keep one’s 
pipe alight, and we cannot all afford 
to engage a man to do it for us. 


While we are not in favour of what 
‘is known as a “Continental Sunday,” 
|we approve of the action of the 
‘Colchester Town Council, who have 
declined to prohibit Sunday funerals. 





‘€ A procession will be formed in the Market- 
place, and those taking part will march to the 
Albert Hall, where a service will be held, the 
preacher being the Rev. R. M. Gautrey. The 
procession will consist of Rev. R. M. Gautrey.” 

Nottingham Evening Post. 





show. 


_— amount of sympathy for the|should be divided into four parts—a|Mr. GauTrey seems to be the whole 
| wife. 


a Spanish 
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THE HOUSE WARMING. 
II.—A Gata PerrorManre. 
THE sun came into my room early 
next morning and woke me up. It 
was followed immediately by a large 
blue-bottle which settled down to play 
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Re... “and don’t 
| sovereign, because it may be bad.” 

“ You should shake his hand,” said 
| Myra, “and say, ‘Thank you very much 
for the azaleas.’ ” 

“Or you might wrap the money up 


CHARIVART. 





“Here’s eighteen-and-six,” I sug-| parts. 
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The first part consisted of | 


| the second part being devoted to Mr. 

| Simpson’s swing with the ball. 

| “ This is my swing,” said Simpson. 
He settled himself ostentatiously into | 

his stance and placed his club - head } 


with me. We adopted the usual for-|in paper and loave it for him in one |st'fily on the ground three feet away | 


mation, the blue-bottle keeping mcstly 
to the back of the court whilst I waited 
at the net for a kill. After two sets 
I decided to change my tactics. 


I wasn’t playing. 
settled on my nose and walked up my 
forehead. ‘“ Heavens!” I cried, clasp- 
ing my hand suddenly to my brow, 
“l’ve forgotten my tooth -brush!” 
This took it completely by surprise, 
and I removed its corpse into the 
candlestick. 

Th_r Simpson came in with a golf 
elub in his hand. 

“ Great Scott,’ he shouted, “ you re 
not still in bed ?” 

“Tam not. This is telepathic sug- 
gestion. You think I’m in bed; I 
appear to be in bed; in reality there 
is no bed here. Do go away—I 
haven’t had a wink of sleep yet.” 

“But, man, look at the lovely 
morning!” 

“Simpson,” I said sternly, rolling 
up the sleeves of my pyjamas with 
great deliberation, “I have had one 
visitor already to-day. His corpse is 
now inthe candlestick. It is an omen, 
Simpson.” 

“ I thought you ’d like to come out- 
side with me, and I’d show you my 
swing.” 

“ Yes, yes, I shall like to see that, 
but after breakfast, Simpson. I sup- 
pose one of the gardeners put it up for 
you? You must show me your box 
of soldiers and your tricycle horse, too. 
But run away now, there's a good boy.” 

“ My golf-swing, idiot.” 

I sat up in bed and stared at him 
in sheer amazement. For a long ti:ne 
words wouldn’t come to me. Simpson 
backed nervously to the door. 

“T saw the Coronation,’ I said at 
last, and I dropped back on my pillow 
and went to sleep. 

* * * * 

“T feel very important,” said Archie, 
coming on to the lawn where Myra 
and I were playing a quiet game of 
bowls with the croquet balls. “I've 
been paying the w. ges.” 

“Archie and I do hate it so,” said 
Dahlia. ‘“1'm luckier, because I only 
pay mine once a month.” 

“Tt would be much nicer if they 
did it for love,” said Archie, “ and just 
accepted a tie-pin occasionally. I 
never know what to say when | hand 
a man eighteen-and-six.” 


1 
looked up at the ceiling and pretended | Archie. “Thank you extremely. Where | fully a dozen times. 
The blue-bottle| are the others? It’s a pity that they) 


of the beds.” 

“And then you’d know whether he 
had made it properly.” 

“ Well, you're all very helpful,” said 


should be left out of this.” 

“Simpson disappeared after break- 
fast with his golf clubs. He is in high 
dudgeon—which is the surname of a 
small fish—because no one wanted to 
see his swing.” 

“Oh, but I do,” said Dahlia eagerly. 
“ Where is he?” 

“We will track him down,” an- 
nounced Archie. “I will go to the 
stables, unchain the truffle - hounds, 
and show them one of his reversib!e 
cuffs.” 

We found Simpso. in the pig-sty. I 
regret to say it—in the pig-sty. The 
third hole, as he was planning it out 
for Archie, necessitated the carrying of 
the farm buildings, which he described 
as a natural hazard. Unfortunately, 
his ball had fallen into a casual pig- 
sty. It had not yet been decided 
whether the ball could be picked out 
without penalty—the more pressing 
need being to find the blessed thin 
So Simpson was 
searching. 

“If you’re looking for the old sow,” 
[ said, “there she is, just behind you.” 

“ What’s the local rule about loose 
pigs blown on to the course?” asked 
Archie. 

“Oh, you fellows, there you are,” 
said Simpson rapidly. “I’m getting 
on first-rate. ‘This is the third hole, 
Archie. It will be rather good, I 
think; the green is just the other 
side of the pond. I can maks a very 
sporting little course.” 

“We've come to see your swing, 
Samuel,” said Myra. ‘Can you do it 
in there, or is it too crowded ? ” 

“T’ll come out. This ball’s lost, 

I’m afraid.” 

| «One of the little pigs will eat it,” 
| complained Archie, “and we shall have 
india-rubber crackling.” 

Simpson came out and proceeded to 
give his display. Fortunately the 
weather kept fine, the conditions indeed 
being all that could be desired. The 
sun shone brightly, and there was a 
light breeze from the south which 
tempered the heat and in no way 
militated against the gene: al enjoyment. 
|The perfo:mance was divided into two 
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in the pig- sty, 
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| from him. 
| * Middle,” said Archie. 
Simpson frowned and began to! 
waggle his club. 
“It’s a very nice swing,’ 
| at the end of the ninth movement, 
“but isn’t it rather short?” 
| Simpson said nothing, but drew his 
club slowly and jerkily back, twisting | 
his body and keeping his eye fixed on 
an imaginary ball until the back of his 
neck hid it from sight. 


“He'll split if he goes on,” said 


Thomas anxiously. 


with his teeth in a moment,” I warned 
Myra. 

Then Simpson let himself go, finish- 
|ing up in a very creditable knot 
indeed. 

“That’s quite good,” said Dahlia. 
“Does it do as well when there’s a 
| ball ?”’ 

“Well, I miss it sometimes, of 
course.” 

“ We all do that,” said Thomas. 
| Thus encouraged, Simpson put down 
|a ball and began to address it. It was 
apparent at once that the last address 
had been only his telegraphic one; this 
was the genuine affair. After what 
seemed to bo four or five minutes there 
was a general feeling that some apology 
was necessary. Simpson recognised 
this himself. 

“T’m a little nervous,” he said. 

“Not so nervous as the pigs are,” 
said Archie. 

Simpson finished his address and got 
on to his swing. He swung. He hit 
the ball. The ball, which seemed to 
have too much left-hand side on it, 
whizzed off and disappeared into the 
pond. It sank , 

Luckily the weather 
till the last. 

“ Well, well,” said Archie, “ it’s time 
for lunch. We have had a riotous 
morning. Let's all take it easy this 
afternoon.” A. A. M. 








had held up 





Yellow Journalism. 


** The Geelong, about which some anxiety was 
aroused, owing to the vessel being some three 
days late, arrived to-day.” 

Very good ; but The South African News 
has seen fit to give this paragraph the 
scare-heading, “ Eaten by Sharks.” 





——_ 








bite the half-| Mr. Simpson’s swing without the bal, | 


He waggled it care- 


* said Myra | 


“You can see it better round this | 
| side now,” suggested Archie. 


| 
| 


“ He’s going to pick something up | 
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A WARM RECEPTION. 


John Bull. “MY DEAR SIR, DON’T YOU WORRY ABOUT THESE SCARE-LINES. 
| THE MORE I SEE OF YOU THE BETTER PLEASED I AM.” 








Sol. “WHAT A WELCOME! WORSE THAN WHAT I GET WHEN I STAY AWAY.” 


I DON’T. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“Tue Ginn Wo Coutpn’t Liz.” 

Sue was not born that way. It 
came upon her quite abruptly after 
reading a passage of WoRDSWORTH over- 
night. ‘Lhe seer of Rydal cannot 
however be held responsible for the 
interpretation which she put upon his 
sentiments. Her sudden 
inability to tell lies —in 
itself a meritorious defect 
if strictly confined to 
negative application—was 
extended to include features 
undreamed of in the philo- 
sophy of the Lake District. 
Not content with avoiding 
falsehood, this - miserable 
girl must go out of her way 
to tell, to their faces, the 
uninvited truth about her 
own family, and even 
wantonly report, to one of 
her mother’s guests, the 
gossip about her which she 
has overheard from the lips 
of other guests. This, I 
take it, was no part of the 
WorpswortH scheme. Of 
Mr. Keste Howarp’s own 
intentions I can speak with 
less certainty. lf his ob- 
ject was to expose the 
insincerity of our social life (not 
a very fresh theme), then the girl 
should not have failed, as she does fail 
in the end, and with bitter humilia- 
tion. If, on the other hand, he wanted 
to show that the naked truth is often 
an unworkable indecency, he was only 
telling us what we knew already from 
The Palace of Truth, even if it had not 
occurred to our unaided intelligence. 

The fact is, Mr. Howarp does not 
seem to have taken the feelings of his 
audience into consideration at all. He 
treated us as if we could have em- 
ployed the same remedies which were 
available for readers of the novel (by 
himself) on which his play was founded. 
But, if a book bores you, you can skip, 
or you can throw it aside. With a 
play you are at the author’s mercy. 
Anyhow, I could not bring myself, on 
the third night, to be uncivil enough 
to walk out. In so sparse an audience, 
where every occupant of the stalls 
was a marked man (or woman), my 
withdrawal must have been the object 
of general notice. 

Mr. Howarp’s novel (which I have 
not had the pleasure of reading) may 
have exhibited that familiarity with a 
middle-class atmosphere upon which 
his reputation has been built. But 
whatever realism the play con- 
tained was badly damaged by the 
heroine's improbability and also by the 


July.” 





introduction of animated tableaux in 
the background (like the inset in “ The 
Soldier’s Dream’) illustrating events 
which had occurred at various inter- 
vals of time and space—a thoroughly 
juvenile device. 

Miss Muriet Pops, as the arch- 
prig, played with a calm relentlessness 
that knew no pity. She seemed to 





Mr. EpMuND GwWENN (Uncle Peter). ‘‘I must pretend to be annoyed, but 
really this is the most pleasant part of the performance on a hot night in 


take a quiet pleasure in holding up the 
action of the play, and embarrassing 
everybody, including the audience, 
while she threw off her intermin- 
able revelations. There were moments 
of unobtrusive fun in the breakfast 
scene, but the dialogue was for the 
most part rather anemic, except when 








Haset Dew 


Dionysus (Mr. GODFREY TEARLE). ‘‘Give me 


your heart.” 

Ariadne (Miss Grace LANE). 
haven’t one.” 

Dionysus. ‘‘Chicane again ! 


“Alas! I 
Just like the 





luck of us gods }” 


Mr. Gwenn introduced a touch of his 
own full-blooded humour. 

The attractions offered by the 
Criterion Theatre are curiously unequal, | 
and this, I am afraid, is one of its | 
bad patches. It may even have 
been supplanted by the time this 
rather superfluous criticism gets into 
print. 





** ARIADNE IN Naxos.” 


In those works of classical 
mythology which, in the 
opinion of all good peda- 
gogues, afford the soundest 
moral training for the 
British schoolboy’s prehen- 
sile mind, we were always 
given to understand that 
Theseus, growing weary of 
his Ariadne, left her ma- 
rooned on Naxos ; and that 
Dionysus, chancing to drift 
that way, made her the 
object of his wandering 
fancy and undertook to 
console her irregular 
widowhood. Mr. Maurice 
Ilewvetrt has embroidered 
this legend. In his view, 
Dionysus, finding Theseus 
in the way, got him out of it 
by inspiring him with such 
a passion for military am- 
bition that he took the 
‘first boat for Athens, so as to get 
to work at once, Naxos being rather 


insular and affording inadequate 
|scope for martial valour. But these 
were surely not the methods of 


the real Dionysus. The frenzy he 
‘inspired was a sudden unreasoning 
frenzy, which made for immediate 
|hooliganism and not for an heroic 
career. I doubt, too, whether, in his 
desire to illustrate the loneliness and 
futility of godhead—how it could 
compel the bodies of mortal women, 
but never their hearts—Mr. Hewett 
was very happy in his selection of 
so animal a type as this god of 
the wine-vat. His _ spiritualizing 
processes would have been better 
applied to some other Olympian— 
Hermes, say, for choice. He seemed 
almost to ignore the bibulous tem- 
perament of Dionysus. The Russian 
Bacchanale, though possibly less Greek 
in its motive than the dance of Mr. 
HEWLETT’s chorus, did at least show 
us the symbol of Bacchus in the 
vine-grapes. But here the ecstasy of 
the Cretan maidens (hardly perhaps the 
best subjects for his inspiration, seeing 
that they were not of the hysteric class 
of which menads are made, but the 
virginal, if rather sentimental, com- 
panions of Ariadne, votary of the chaste 
Artemis) was not created by the fumes 
i of: wine, but by a sort of amorous 
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Regular Customer (just entered). ‘‘STRONG SMELL OF PAINT HERE, WILLIAM!” 
Waiter (coughing apologetically). ‘‘YESSIR—SOON PASS OFF, SIR—THEY’RE JUST GOING.” 








exhalation in which no alcoholic ele- 
ment was apparent. 

There was strangeness, too, in cer- 
tain signs of Biblical influence, shown 
both in the phraseology—* O perjured, 
that could not watch one hour!” “I have 
no crown, but reproach for garment” — 
and also in the un-Greek recognition of 
moral sin and the need of repentance. 

However, all this is mere criticism of 
the book. The putting on of the play 
at the Little Theatre was an extremely 
interesting experiment, though for more 
than one reason it is not likely to find 
its way into the bill of any house, 
little or large.. Among the men, per- 
haps the finest single performance in 
declamation was Mr. Bunston’s narra- 
tive of the fate of Aageus. Mr. Goprrey 
TEARLE was unrecognisableas the Greek 
Dionysus, but he was Mr. Hewtert’s, 
and his closing speech upon the limita- 
tions of the gods was given with great 
sense of beauty. Miss Grace Lang, 
though a little noisy at times, was a 
sensitive Ariadne, and conveyed very 
perfectly, both in attitude and facial 
expression, her alternating absorption 
in the two loves, sacred and profane. 
Theseus, in the hands of Mr. CraupE 
Kine (and not Lord Howarp bE 
Watpey, as I thought at one time), 


was the least satisfactory, until he 
warmed to his work. Finally, the 
movements of the Chorus in their 
Parabasis were taken straight off 
Greek vases. 

The only real failure was in the 
suggestion of rhythmic cadence. 
Everybody seemed content to make 
the author’s meaning intelligible and 
leave the music of his verse to take care 
of itself. It was pardonable that some 
of his rather cryptic measures should 
reach us in the shape of poetic prose, 
but there was no excuse for ignoring 
the beat of the anapest. Our modern 
elocutionists have still to learn that 
there may be rhythmic design even in 
blank verse (Mr. Hewett, by the way, 
seems to prefer the iambic dimeter), 
and that its division into lines of a 
certain length is not a mere arbitrary 
arrangement for permitting us to dis- 
tinguish between prose and poetry; and 
meanwhile there seems little hope for 
their rendering of the lovelier and more 
intricate measures of the Greeks. Their 
failure in this matter was the one 
disappointment in a very attractive 
performance, in regard to which I will 
be Greek enough not to play the part 
of Mrs. Grundy and raise any questi in 
of the proprieties. O. 8. 








THE TRIALS OF A WOMAN 
OF GENIUS. 
II. 


Friday.—This morning I had a most 
extraordinary letter, acknowledging and 
returning the MS. of my novel, Beauty’s 
Ensign. It was dated from Regent 
Street, and ran thus :— 

Dear Mapam,—We beg to acknow- 
ledge with thanks receipt of your favour 
of the 13th inst., enclosing type-written 
manuscript of your novel, entitled 
Beauty’s Ensign, on which you wish 
us to express a “candid opinion.” This, 
we may inform you, is a request that 
in the whole course of the history of 
our firm has never been made to us 
yet, but in view of the long and 
generous patronage we have enjoyed 
for so many years from your husband 
and his family we have decided to 
accede to it with the best of our ability, 
and accordingly entrusted the MS. to 
our Mr. Jellicoe, who is a gentleman 
of pronounced literary tastes and a 
great reader. We enclose herewith 
Mr. Jellicoe’s repcrt, which we trust 
will meet with your satisfaction; and 
awaiting your further esteemed orders 
we are, Yours obediently, 

[Encl.] THomas Harpy anp Co. 
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“ Whether we consider the length of | 
this novel or the breadth of its charac- | 
terisation, it must be pronounced a 
remarkably piquant and lovely preduc- 
tion. In the voluptuousness of its 
imagery it reminds one more of Miss 
Marigé Core than any other writer 
with whom I am acquainted, and the 
language of the characters is extremely 
recherch’. - 1t must be admitted, how- 
ever, that readers who are partial to 
happy endings will be pained by the 
distressing events of the last chapter, | 
and I would humbly venture to suggest 
whether the conclusion could not be} 
revised so as to reunite Lord Peto and 
Blandine. A special feature of the 
book are the all too brief gems of poetry 
with which the narrative is so richly | 
interlarded. These strike me as being | 
of remarkable if not unique ability. 

HERBERT JELLICOER.” 





Why should Mr. Tuomas Harpy write 
in the first person plural, as if he were 
a king, and speak of his firm; and what 
on earth does he mean by the patronage 
he has enjoyed from Peter and Peter's 
family? And why, oh why should he 
hand over the MS. of my novel to 
“our Mr. Jellicoe” and send me Mr. 
Jellicoe’s extraordinary report, compar- 
ing me to Mariz Coretir? Unluckily, 
as I had a headache this morning and 
did not come down to breakfast, I shall 
have to wait till the evening for such 
light as Peter can throw on the situa- 
tion. The more I think of it the more 
puzzled I become. And in this racking 
suspense I have to order dinner and 
give Lilith her lesson. The child lends 
herself remarkably to decorative treat- 
ment, but I fear there is an ineradicable 
vein of banality in her nature. When 


liked most in the world she replied, 
without a moment's hesitation, ‘‘ Bacon 
juice,” a remark worthy of Peter at his 
worst. Her great ambition is to be a 
circus rider, and she picks up all the 
worst tunes with astonishing ease. 
However, much may be done by en- 
vironment and persuasion. Still, I | 
admit that an unfaltering observance 
of the golden rule of Mrs. Goole, 
‘“‘ Never correct, contradict or chastise 
a child,” is at times difficult. Peter 
holds quite different views and, when 
[ repeated this to him, said, “ You'll 
change your mind some day. The 
golden rule of Peter Brandon is much 
better : 
‘To cure a naughty little nipper 
Correct him freely with a slipper.’” 

However, I am bound to say he has 
never attempted to carry out this cruel 
precept at Lilith’s expense, though 
there are moments when I almost 
wish—— 

In the afternoon I dictated aphorisms 
to Miss Peveril as an antidote to 
my impatience. One struck me as 
peculiarily happy: ‘The possession 
of a conscience is the worst infirmity 
of genius.” 

It is years since I so longed to see 
Peter as I did this afternoon. Assoon 
as he had arrived I showed him the 
letter and demanded an explanation. 
I recalled the circumstances; how I 
had asked him if he knew Mr. THomas 
Harpy’s address and how he said, “ Of 
course I do,” and undertook to fill it in 
and post the letter and package to him. 
Imagine my disgust when, instead of 
giving me a sensible answer, he went 
into fits of horrid, loud, snorting 
laughter. At last, when he had re- 
covered himself sufficiently, he said in 





a faint voice: ‘‘Thomas Hardy is my 
saddler. 1 had just been sending him 
an order myself, and you never told me 
| what you wanted to write to him about, 
or of course I should have never sent 
off the letter. But anyhow, the old 
man and ‘ our Mr. Jellicoe’ have played 
jup splendidly. You'll never get a 
better report from the real Simon 
Pure.” 





‘The Prime Minister has appointed Mr. 
Maurice Bonham Carter to be his Private 
| Secretary in the place of Mr. Meiklejohn. 
|_ The Prime Minister has appointed Mr. F. W. 
| Leith Ross, of the Treasury, to be his Private 
Secretary in the place of Mr. Bonham Carter.” 
—Morning Post. 


| It must be more of a permanency than 
that before we apply. 








Glimpses of the Obvious. 
‘Not many counties have as their first-change 
| bowlers the two at the head of the county aver- 
ages.” —Manchester Guardian, 


I asked her the other day what she| Not more than five or six, anyhow. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


(EXTRACTED FROM THE Diary oF Topsy, M.P.) 


House of Commons, Monday, July 10. 
—Reorganisation of Unionist Party 
been watched with keen interest from 
both political camps. One result has 
been to place STeeL-MairTLanp in 
charge of electoralaffairs outside House. 
Expected of him that he shall rival 
the triumphs of Carnot, Organiser of 
Victory in stormy days of French Revo- 
lution. Assurance on this head clinched 
by little incident in to-day’s proceed- 
ings. What our young Carnor (from 
Birmingham) has to face is the incon- 
siderate stability of Ministerial major- 
ity. Whilst—certainly as long as Veto 
Bill tarries on its way to the Statute- 
book—its phalanx remains unbroken 
in Commons, by-elections, whether in 
borough or county, fail to reduce it. 
This the more provoking as in accord- 
ance with regular custom a sweeping 
majority gained at a general election is 
invariably forthwith subjected to pro- 
cess of frittering away at by-elections. 

Recognising this difficulty, our Car- 
noT in a flash of genius saw way of, at 
least apparently, redressing the balance. 
Though plural voting is for the nonce 
permitted at Parliamentary elections it 
is not possible to return two Members 
to represent a one-man constituency. 
But there is no rule against bringing 
in as a member of the minority a man 
who, alike in height and weight, shall 
be equal to any couple (bar one) on 
Ministerial side. A student of parlia- 
mentary history, CaRNoT remembers 
how to House elected in 1874 came 
Masor O’Gormay, a man of elephantine 
girth and pyramidal height, who, 
whilst holding only one seat in Ireland, 
occupied two below the Gangway in 
the House of Commons. As hapless 
Members on either side of him dis- 
covered, howsoever crowded the bench 
might be, the Mayor always had his 
way. When he sat down he cleared 
space for two. 

This House of Commons legend may 
have given Carnot a tip. On the 
contrary the brilliant idea may have 
been entirely his own. However it be 
the result surpassed expectation. A 
vacancy occurring in the St. Augustine’s 
division, owing to AKeRS-DouGLas going 
to the Lords to keep up ActAnp-Hoop’s 
drooping spirits, Carnot searched 
Home Counties for their biggest man 
to stand as candidate for a safe seat. 
Found him in Ronatp McNeEt4. 

Profound sensation when new Mem- 
ber, escorted by Water Lone and Lord 
Batcarres, walked up floor of House 
to take the oath. There was in this 
emotion something akin to the keen 
delight a small boy feels on casually 


——_ 
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A TITAN FROM KENT 
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Mr. RonaLtp McNEILL advances up the floor of the House to take the oath. Lest his 
unobtrusive appearance should escape the eye of the SPEAKER he was escorted by Mr. WALTER 
Lone and Lord BALCARRES, 








encountering a giant crossing the vill- | stonian Liberal. After cautiously 
age green, and being permitted to gaze | making experiments and finding that 
upon him without preliminary payment |their united weight disposed on one 
of a penny at gateway of the show. |side of the Chamber did not affect its 
Avoiding unnecessary tendency to con- | stability, CarHcart crossed over and 
tradiction, one may say that WaLTER| permanently ranged himself under the 
Lone is not short. The still svelt| Liberal flag. In view of possible con- 
figure of Batcarres rises to the full} sequences to astructure however firmly 
height of average man. Nevertheless, | fashioned, they never occupy the same 
as they walked up the floor on either| bench at the same time. 
side of the new Member they re-} This afternoon, at the moment when 
called memories of Gulliver in Lilli-|the new Kentish Member slowly but 
put standing between His Majesty /|surely, like a P. and O. liner in process 
the Emperor and the Lord High|of docking, surged towards the table, 
Treasurer, watching the military man-| the Brethren were discovered seated 
ceuvres outside the imperial capital. [one below the other at corner seats 
The couple barred in an earlier above the Gangway. No word 
sentence are, of cours», the Bounding passed between them. But it was 
Brothers of Clackmannan and Orkney! pretty to see Carucart turn round 
—Evcene and Catucart Wason. It! and gaze sadly in his brother's face, an 
is remarkable testimony to the'r con-|eloquent glance responded to by a 
sideration of others less favoured by| sickly smile. 
generous nature that when they first! So, as SarK puts it, does a prima 
entered the House they arranged to| donna of yesteryear look on from her 
sit on opposite sides, CarHcarT as|box when a débutante of unquestion- 
a Liberal Unionist, Evcenn a Glad-! able supremacy steps on to the stage. 
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Business done.—In Committee on 
Insurance Bill. 
Tuesday.—Gazette, published to-day, 


discloses subtle strategic movement by | 


Lord Rosesery designed to hamper 
Government. If, after all, they are 
driven to make 500 new Peers difficulty 
will arise in providing titles. 
more appropriated in advance the 
fewer will remain. Q.E.D. That Ross- 
BERY on promotion to new Earldom had 
assumed his county name, Midlothian, 
everybody knew. Turns out that he is 
not one new peer, but three. The addi- 
tions gazetted are, Lord Epsom of 
Epsom, in the county of Surrey; Vis- 
count Mentmore of Mentmore, in the 
county of Buckingham; and Earl of 
MIDLOTHIAN. 

To one who wears the triple crown 
of Statesman, Orator and Author, a 
peerage more or less is naught. Any- 
how the IJx-Premier, the 
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lof, the thin black line rises and glides 


forth as silently and as swiftly as it 
| entered. 

This afternoon the line was headed 
|by a stately figure robed in jacket of 
|daintily hued yellow glistening with 
silver braid. Loose white trousers 


The! garbed his legs. A plumed turban of | 


spotless white was wound about his 
swarthy countenance. Seating him- 
self at head of bench, he crossed one 
leg over the other with flexibility of 
limb suggesting that in other climes 
_he is accustomed to sit cross-legged on 
a downy cushion. 

| _ Links in the thin black line regarded 
| the stranger with puzzled countenances, 
/not free from anxiety. What might 
| this incursion portend? Was it fresh 
evidence of pernicious influence of Free 
Trade, which threw open all honest 
| businesses to competition of foreigner ? 


Public’ Was there nothing sacred to this| 


BLANCHE’S LETTERS. 
NEARING THE Enp. 
Park Lane, 

Dearest DAaPHNE,—People seem to 
think that the s‘urm und drang of this | 
|season are unmatched even in the 
memory of that insufferable creature, 
the oldest inhabitant. The fighting 
for dates, of itself, has been enough to 
turn one’s hair grey, and has led to 
what politicians call strained relations 
in all quarters. Both as hostess and 
as guest your own poor Blanche has 
suffered. When people want you at 
twelve parties on the same night and 
simply ¢xsist on having you, what are 
you to do? Then Beryl and Babs 
and I always seem to hit on the same 
date for our big dances. We asked, 
of course, much about the same crowd, 
land while they only looked in at 
Beryl’s and Babs’ parties, they came 








Orator, the biographer 
of Pirt and CuarHam, 
will continue to be 
known by the people 
as Lord KosEBERY 
CHartes M‘Laney, | 
an old Parliamentary | 
Hand, will be welcomed 
back at Westminster as 
Lord ABerconway. A}! 
picturesque title tha‘ 
has more in it than 
meets the eye. Dr.| 
FaRQUHARSON, @ propos 
of astage in his Access 
to Mountains Bill, once | 
startled the House by 
the casual remark, “I 
own a mountain.” | oer our.” 


AN 





on to mine and stayed 
the rest of the night 
(Lown I'd some special 
attractions in the shape 
of cocoanut shies and 
boat swings in the 
garden). .B. and B, 
were simply * furious. 
In old times I suppose 
this sort of thing would 
have ended in duels, but 
nowadays we content 
ourselves with saying 
a few things to each 
other—and then a few 





ECH 


O OF THE SEAMEN’S STRIKE, 


‘*My DEAR, SERPUSE NOW ’E WOS TO GO ON STRIKE SUDDENLY; WE’D NEVER 


more things. Wee- 
Wee, with an eye to 
the future, had tried 
the previous dodge, 








Through M‘Laren’s — 
Denbighshire estate runs a fine stretch 
of the Conway river. Henca Aber- 
conway. 

Sir James Lyte Mackay conceals a 
name honoured equally in India and 
at home under the sonorous title, Lord 
INCHCAPE OF STRATHNAVER. 

The Member For Sark (still with us 
in the Commons) says he has often 
heard cf somebody being given an inch 
and taking anell. Never of a man who, 
given an Incn, took a Cars. So like 
these Scotchmen. 

Business done.—Lords take Veto 
Bill in hand on Report Stage 

Thursday.—Every day when House 
of Commons meets there is a little 
scene unrecorded in the _ papers. 
Immediately after prayers SPEAKER 
calls on Private Business. Thereupon, 
from steps leading to Distinguished 
Strangers’ Gallery, there emerges thin 
black line which, swiltly moving, fills 
back bench. These are the solicitors 
and agents concerned for Private 
Bills. As soon as they are disposed 


Sapeur, not even the profession of 
parliamentary agent ? 

Hastily looking down list of Private 
Bills awaiting consideration they read : 
Chapel Whaley and District Gas Bill; 
Winchester Corporation (Electric Sup- 
ply); Star Life Assurance Society Bill ; 
Newcastle-upon-Tyne Corporation Bill; 
Saint Mary, Radcliffe, Rectory Bill; 
Merthyr Tydfil Corporation Water Bill. 
For which of these was the intruder 
retained? Considering his glittering 
adornment the Star Life seemed most 
appropriate. None liked to ask a 
question, being apprehensive that if 
answer were given the tongue might 
be unfamiliar. 

Hurriedly withdrawing when private 
business was dispatched they found on 
consulting messenger in charge of the 
gallery that the stranger was none 
other than Munrk Umar Hyat Kuan, 
from distant Ind, who, introduced by 
UnpDER-SECRETARY FOR STATE FOR 
Inpia, had accidentally strayed on to 





wrong bench. 


and invited people last 
October for June. But this didn’t do 
either, for by the time June came 
she’d quarrelled with quite half of 
them and ceased to know them. 

The popular dancing-man, as you 
may imagine, has been more than 
ever master of the situation and has 
used his power ruthlessly. Special 
inducements have been held out to 
him in the way of supper and wines, 
and he has also been allowed to 
smoke in the dancing-room and to say 
whatever he pleased to his débutante 
partners; and tell it not.in Gath, my 
dear, but certain “ new” hostesses have 
been enclosing big cheques with their 
invitations, in order to secure him. 
Indeed, I have it on the best authority 
that to be a well-known and popular 
dancing-man at parties this summer is 
almost as paying a thing as to be 4 
Russian leaping about with a bow and 
arrow at the Magnificent. 

While the streets were so crowded 
of an evening, “ mobbing” was quite 





a little rage. We sent out cards with 
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Player. ‘‘ LEAVE IT BE HANGED! 








“Come and dine and mob,” and after 
dinner we covered up our preity- 
pretties with dark mant!es, and went 
on foot in a compact party into all 
the mobbiest parts. My dear, it was 
simply squeaky! Josiah, being a 
don’ter, disapproved, of course, but 
Norty and Billy and Piggy and Lulu 
took care of us, and we pushed among 
ces autres for all we were worth. 
Norty taught me to say, “‘ Nah, then, 
oo are yer shovin’ of?” when the 
crush got pretty bad, and I kept on 
saying it d merveille, till at last, outside 
some illuminated place of amusement 
—a bank, or a theatre, or the City 
Temple or something—I found myself 
engaged in a gentle and joyous passage- 
of-arms with a fema'e, who replied to 
my “Nah, then, oo are yer shovin’ 
of?” with a hard push and “Garn! 
Think the whole bloomin’ show was 
meant for you 2? Me and my bloke has 
as bloomin’ good right here as you and 
yours!” Iwas in a state of sheer joy. 
I'd got a thrill at last. Here I was, 
having a lovely little row with one of 
those delicious donah-creatures I’ve 
heard of. “Don’t you interfere,” I 
whispered to Norty. “This is my 
show.” “Nonsense!” he said, trying 
to get me away. “ Mayfair’s no match 








HIS MONEY’S WORTH. 


Voice behind. ‘*LEAVE IT, PLEASE! LEAVE IT!” 








I poN’T PAY A THUNDERING BIG SUBSCRIPTION TO LEAVE IT.” 











for Mile End.” “ Isn’tit!” I whispered 
back. ‘“ Wait and see!” And then, 
my dearest, imagine my horrible dis- 
appointment when the “donah” and 
her “bloke” turned out to be Bosh 
and Wee-Wee!!—out, like ourselves, 
mobbing. That silly Wee-Wee actually 
had on the Tresyllyan topazes under 
her cloak, and in a frantic squash in a 
place that Norty told me was Cornhill 
Wee-Wee’s cloak was torn and her 
necklace stolen! Comes of going 
among the submerged tenth, you say ? 
| Well, I don’t know, my Daphne. As 
| Mr. Bernarp SHAW says, you never can 
tell. Mobbing’s been very much done, 
and I have heard that Popsy Lady 
Ramsgate was seen the other night 
in the casino at Villede‘oie-sur-Mer 
wearing a necklace frightfully like 
Wee- Wee's ! 





having what old-fashioned people call 
far-reaching results. For ages she's 
been in the enviable state of being able 
'to say the most horribly disagreeable 
| things and bing quite beyond the reach 
of retort or contradiction. But as 
she’s third cousin or first aunt once 
removed to almost everybody and is 
simply rolling she’s always had plenty 
of callers, and people have perseveringly 





Old Lady Humguffin’s deafness is| 





shrieked at her down or along every | 
possible contrivance for making the | 
deaf hear. At last, however, she 
passed out of reach of everything but 
pencil and paper. At calling time she 
sat ready for the fray with a pile of 
slips of paper and a heap of pencils, 
and the conversation was carried on by 
means of one tongue and one or more 
pencils. As the poor old dear has 
always been simply avid of news (of 
the personal kind, with more than a | 
dash of scandal for choice) and has | 
been in the habit of saving the written 

slips, it follows that she’d a pretty 

inflammable and dangerous collection. 

And now it seems that her maid and | 
butler have been regularly disposing of 

the conversation -slips to West-End 

Whispers. Half-a-score of libel suits 

are in the air, and old Humguffin has 

gone off to Harrogate for a cure! 

Ever thine, BuLANcHE. 





‘*Designed by famous architects, and decorated | 
by celebrated artists, we can to-day form no | 
impression of the dazzling magnificence amid | 
which the splendid masters of the world per- 
formed their daily ablutions.”—Globe. 


The fact that the writer is tattooed is | 
interesting but hardly relevant. 
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Terai chased by a wild elephant,” “The Prince’s ele- 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. phant charged by a tiger,” and so on through every 
, “pre chapter. It is a record that the most sporting and darin 
FP ES Sy Se Say | Ragiidienen would be proud to equal. In 1896, wha 
Mr. W. L. Courtney is a writer of such varied activities | Persimmon won the Derby, the St. Leger, and the Jockey 
that I have long ceased to be astonished at his appearance | Club Stakes at Newmarket, and Thais the One Thousand 
in any new aspect. His latest mood is that of the analyst Guineas, the stakes earned by his horses totalled over 
of sentiment, and the book which it has produced is called | £26,000; and in 1900, when Diamond Jubilee carried off 
In Search of Egeria (CHAPMAN AND Hatt), to which the the Two Thousand Guineas, the Newmarket Stakes, the 
author adds as a sub-title, Episodes in the Life of Maurice|Derby, the Eclipse Stakes and the St. Leger, about 
Westerton. This explains the nature of the work in a few | £5,000 more—two very pretty dishes to set before a king; 
words better than I could do it for you in many. Maurice| yet he was not of the kind to sit in his counting-house 
—whom his creator calls “a baffled and disconsolate Numa counting out his money. It was the sport that he cared 
! in perpetual search for his Egeria””—is really something of | for, and, though uneasy lies the head that owns a possible 


| 
| 
| 
| 


—.., 








an English Anatol, an emo- . 
tional philanderer. The book SHU 
is a record of the various ty ) 
heart-adventures into which | tH 
his temperament leads the | 
hero, this same temperament | 
being itself very skilfully ex- 
posed for the reader in the 
process. The episodes are 
not short stories, any more 
than the whole book is a 
novel in the accepted sense 
of the term; slight sketches, 
rather, of Maurice in his} 
relations with his different | 
loves, done in a manncr. 
which is really far more | 
attractive than the matter of | 
which they treat. A heavy- ; 
handed chronicler would cer- | 
tainly have made Maurice 
an unmitigated bore; it is 
no small tribute to the art} 
of Mr. Courtney that one} 
can follow: the gentleman | 
from fair to fair, the opera- 
singer, the rector’s daughter, | 
the poetess and the rest of | 
them, with undiminished | 
|} enjoyment. Finally, with a 
touch almost of malice, the 
author shows us Maurice, | 
that epicure of emotions, | 
married to a wholly com- | 
monplace and somewhat | 
tyrannically inclined wife,'——— — —— 
whose name happens actually to be Egeria; and thus ends 
a pleasant and distinguished book, which the general 
public will probably avoid and the few find delightful. 














THE DULL DRESS 














Of King Edward VIT. as a Sportsman (Lonemans) I can 
think of nothing that is not good to say. It is a fine record 
of a fine series of achievements on moor and forest, on the 
sea, in the covert, in the jungle, and on the turf. Hardy, 
brave, unselfish, keen to excel and win, but generous-minded 
and philosophic in defeat, Kina GrorGn’s father had all the 
qualities of temperament without which the skill of hand 
and eye, which were also his, are of little account. 

If you have forgotten how completely he made himself 





; one with the favourite national pursuits of his people, | 


glance at the titles under the hundred -and-one plates 
and photographs in Mr. A. E, T. Warson’s welcome book 
—‘ Persimmon winning the Derby,” “Ambush II. over 
the last fence in the Grand National,” “ Britannia 
racing at Cowes,” “The Prince of Wales in the Nepal 





Derby winner, he enjoyed 
every moment of it all.. And 
he never shirked his duty 
for his pleasure. He was a 
king first and a sportsman— 
a prince of sportsmen—after- 
wards, and we all loved him 
for it. 





Nonsense Novels. (Lane) 
|'—a burlesque by STEPHEN 
Leacock of the different | 
types of magazine story— 
is a book to read either 
aloud or in solitude. It can- 
| not be taken silently in com- 
| pany, for at regular interva!s 
| you will burst into a sudden 
laugh and feel called upon 
'to explain yourself to your 
‘startled neighbours. You 
would, for instance, have to | 
quote the bit where Gertrade | 
| the Governess arrived at the | 
| Earl’s beautiful country seat 
and “passed through a pha- | 
_lanx of liveried servants 
‘drawn up seven deep, to each 
|of whom she gave a sover- 
| eign. ‘Welcome,’ said the 
Countess, as she aided Ger- 
trude to carry her trunk 
upstairs.” And the bit about 
Hezekiah Hayloft looking for 
work in the cruel city of 
New York. “ ‘Can you write 
shorthand?’ they said. ‘No,’ said the boy in homespun, 
‘but I can try.’” And how Whangus McWhinus waited | 
‘for Shamus McShamus in the hollow of the Glen road and | 
shot him through the bagpipes. At its best the delightful | 
spontaneity of the humour of Mr. Leacock (who is 4) 
Professor of Political Economy at McGill University) gives | 
one the impression that he dashes off this sort of thing | 
in a moment of exuberance between his lectures, This | 
impression is increased by the obvious fact that the author | 
is not very critical of himself. There is genuine gold here 
on every page, but I do not feel quite sure that Mr. 
Leacock knows when he has come to it. But genius has 
suffered from this weakness before now. There was the 
case of Worpswort#, for example. 














OF MODERN MAN. 
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“*Rosmead was perfectly happy. He loved this woman with a great 
and growling love.”—Pcople’s Friend. 


| How many wives know this sort of love. 














